CHAPTER III

WHO   PASSES?

THE day before the Pageant was close and sultry.
The sky was darkly blue, and behind the blue you
felt a pressure, as though a giant were pushing with
his fist to burst through the papery sky. The heat
in the High Street was terrible, and Bellamy sat in
his shirt-sleeves in one of the rooms above his shop
looking down on a struggling, perspiring world.
At his side was a large mug of shandy. Up and down
the hilly street the crowds moved. Many had come
in from the country who would not see the Pageant
but would see and enjoy other things. For example,
there was the Fair down in Seatown filling the whole
of the space behind the river. There was even a
booth with two real lions*

4 What is it, Burdon? * Bellamy asked, eyeing his
assistant distrustfully. Burdon might have a splendid
tenor voice, but he would have to go if he didn't stop
his drinking and horse-racing. Bellamy was wanted,
down in the shop* A kindly impulse (he was very
kindly when not thwarted) made him stop as he was
going out and put his hand on the man's shoulder.

* You look rotten, Burdon,' he said.   * What's
the matter?'

*  It's this heat,' Burdon said, wiping his forehead

355